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A Love Letter To 
Almighty God 


By Eddie Doherty 











Dear God, dear Trinity of all 
perfections: Walking hand in 
hand with You, like a child with 
his father, I sang my song of 
the woods’ siesta. It had no 
words. Songs written by the heart 
are always silent. But You heard 
and understood. And You blessed 
me. The heart never had a tongue. 
If it ever learns to speak it will 
merely stammer or stutter. And 
it will repeat, forever, the only 
word it can learn. That word is 
Love, or God. 

Now I must put words to the 
song. For Your friends. For Your 
enemies. For those who do not 
know You. Much will be lost in 
the translation from heart to 
hand—for it is only with my 
hands I sing. But if You help me, 
Lord; and if You sing the song 
for me, the world will know how 
much You love. And nothing will 
be lost. 

Maniac Music Wind 

It was a sultry day; yet it was 
cool in the forenoon, for there was 
a rowdy breeze. I noticed it as we 
approached the bevy of young 
poplars. It was having fun. It had 
roused the grove into gales of 
leafy laughter that was so like 
the music of the brook that I 
mistook it for the brook — and 
wondered that the stream would 
sing so loudly on such a rainless 
day. 

it was amusing to watch the 
hoodlum wind making the hoy- 
den poplars believe he was a mu- 
sic master. He shook his long thin 
hair as he directed them. He wav- 
ed his almost invisible baton like 
a mad chef mixing a tremendous 
salad. He shook his incredibly thin 
arms. He danced. He capered. He 
turned somersaults. He spun him- 
self in a hundred pinwheels. 

The lordly firs and the dowager 
elms he annoyed, clownishly, 
rudely massaging them until 


they groaned and protested ioud-|8Tay 


ly. He yanked at the cones in the 
pinnacles of the pines, as young 
boys sometimes yank at the pig- 
tails of freckled little girls; and he 
jostled their top branches with 
his elbows, shrieking with laugh- 
ter every time he said, “Excuse 
me.” 

He flattered and fluttered the 
fiddle-head ferns and the grasses 
and weeds and shrubs in the rag- 
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ged fields. I don’t know what non- 
sense he whispered, but they 
bowed prettily to him. He did a 
wild adagio dance with the dust; 
he rippled the water of the 
stream; and he teased the shad- 
ows playing on the road 





The Power Of Love 


By Rev. Emile Briere 








throwing fistfuls of light beams 
at them through the laughing 
leaves. But gradually he tired of 
his sport, lost his energy, his zest, 
his will. He yawned, he stretched. 
He curled up in a bed of poplar 
leaves and went to sleep. 


Behold The Sun! 


Our 


Combermere 


which he himself had reached 
while laboring in the mission 
fields. These answers summarized 
quite well the spirit of Madonna 
House and it was quite a thrill for 
the staff to realize that they pos- 
sessed hight here, in this humble 
house, the essence of mission pas- 
toral theology. For Monsignor 
said that his greatest successes 





I knew then it was the woods’ 
siesta time. The sky was cloudless, 
colorless, a clear wide window} 
looking into heaven; and it was 
filled with the unbearable splen- 
dor of the sun. It was high noon. 

The tall trees and the big rocks 
drew their shadows to them as 
the sun approached the hour. 
These tough children of light had 
been playing on the road all 
morning, fighting the wind, fight- 
ing the intruding shadows of mo- 
tor cars and dogs and men and 
women, and of children on their 
way to school. They are brats, 
these shadows, even though born 
of the sun. They were only too 
glad to obey their mothers, to 
stand close to their sheltering 
skirts, for they hate and fear their 
awesome and _ brilliant father. 
They cannot bear his presence. 
Little stones and pebbles on the 
road licked themselves clean, and 
showed their good spots to the all- 
seeing eye of day. Some glinted, 
making one think of ragged sol- 
diers with medals on their skinny 
chests. When the shining eye was 
no longer on them, the dull 
stones would go back to sleep, to 
drabness. 

The ferns shook themselves free 
of some of the dust, as their Lord 
passed over them. They preened 
themselves, even while bending 
low in that phony gesture of deep 
humility and profound respect 
they had learned so many thou- 
sands of years ago. The poplars, 
unwontedly still and silent, had 
hoped to turn themselves into 
spangled and sequinned dancing 
girls, for the delight of the in- 
specting sultan. But the lazy wind 
wouldn’t wake and help them. 
All they could show the monarch 
was the beauty of their green- 

ay satin leaves—and the lovely 
stains left on some by the lip- 
sticked mouth oof Autumn. 
(Lord, why was Autumn here 
this Summer day?) 

Siesta in the Woods 

The poplars tried desperately to 
rouse the wind, but he merely 
turned restlessly in his dreams; 
and the harem scene was a piti- 
ful comic failure. The pines threw 
their choicest cones in the path 
of their beloved, as Spanish win- 
dows sometimes shower roses on 
a serenading swain. The road was 
filled with these exquisitely hand- 
carved seed cases of Yours, each 
enitrely different from all the 
others, all as rfect as Your 
Spanish roses. The oaks and the 
elms and the maples curtsied, as 
great ladies do. The shrubs bowed 
stiffly, awkwardly. A_ beautiful 
slender birch tossed kisses up- 
ward. Only the brook kept work- 
ing at the tasks You gave it, 
Lord. It flashed a long bright 
smile at the sun, but it did not 
slacken its pace, nor did it alter 
its song of praise. 

The trees and the rocks went to 
sleep, the poplars snoring. And, 
as soon as the sun had turned his 
back, his children, the impish 
shadows, sneaked around their 
mothers to play, and to fight 
with other shadows, on the road. 

Only the stream stayed awake. 
A stream goes stagnant when it 
stops or sleeps. It dies of bore- 
dom, inaction, and green scum. 
But even as it hurries through 
the land, the sun absorbs it, lifts 
it, holds it, fosters it — to let it 
down, eventually, as cool refresh- 
ing rain. 

Of all the creatures in the 
woods only the ever-working ever- 
singing brook knows no siesta; of 
all the creatures in the woods, 
only the brook is invited to heaven 
by its lord, the sun! 

A Weary Old Crow 

A shabby, weary, bl crow, 
and a nasty little a ie uirrel, 
broke the enchanted spell. The 
bird, roosting high on an old 
white pine, leered and sneered at 











me. The squirrel jittered and jib- 
(Continued on Page 4) 





stands among the pines along the 
highway. She stands immobilized 
by bronze and concrete, but her 
whole attitude is one of move- 
ment, of hurry, and of search. 
The power of love, of God’s love, 
of her own love, brings her to 





presence ever since that gentle| 


During the past weeks hundreds 
have come to visit her; many to 
spend a few moments within the 
tender circle of her radiance, some 1 
to enjoy her peace for hours and 
others to let themselves be im- 
pregnated for days on end by her 
strong tenderness. 
To Love—To Be Loved 
A famailiar scene during this 
blessed summer has been the cus- 
tom of whole families, father, 
mother, and children consecrating 
themselves to the love of Christ 
through her. Old people come. 
They leave to face declining years 
with a new warmth in their hearts 
and a new joyful hope. One very 
confused man, living in a private 
hell, was lifted, at her feet, out 
of his unbearable solitude. And he 
believed, at long last, in the pos- 
sibility of being loved, of loving. |! 
is is the cry we hear in Com- 
bermere: Who will transcend my 
solitude? Can I be loved? Can I 
love? 
This cry, comes from the very 


‘ 


This is man. This is human na- 
ture moaning for paradise lost, 
for communication with one—at 
least one — other human being. 
This is man bemoaning the sin. . 
the pride and disobedience . . 
that created solitude; and hope- 
lessly seeking for companionship, 
for a meeting, for love. 

Many solitudes are less soli- 
tary, this Autumn, because they 
looked upon the face of Mary a 
few weeks ago; because they have 
seen her outstretched, embracing}. 
arms; because they have let her 
love penetrate their solitude and 
begin to fill it. Men are less lone- 
ly since their meeting with Our 
Lady of Combermere. 

Calling All Priests 

But the high characteristic of 
summer 1960 at Madonna House 
has been the number, and noble 
quality, of the priests whom Our 
Lady brought here. 

All priests have noble quality, 
for they shine with ordination’s 
grace. All priests are opus. All 
priests are invested with the dig- 
nity and power of Christ. The 
staff here know that any priest’s 


abeoeey constitutes a ial 
lessing from the Lord. Yet not 
all have received the same es 





for the growth of Christ’s Church, 


sitions in His Bod 


he would go back to his ministry 
with a greater dedication, a great- 
er love. 


of love until we see it. We have 
been told that the first Christians 
converted a pagan world by the 
power of their love for one an- 
other. Many times have we heard 
that the beloved apostle, St. John, 
kept repeating to his disciples, 
“Love one another, for it is the 
commandment of the Lord.” We 
have read the words of Christ: 


Thou, Father, in me, and I 
Thee; that they also may be one 


BELIEVE THAT THOU HAST 
SENT ME.” 


other means, 
other techniques. We consider love 
depths of the human condition.|> poor 

in the face of a highly complex, 
oultured, intellectual society. We 
need to see people who love one 
another in Christ, and when we 
see them, (like St. Thomas) we 
believe. 


shown the face of love, through 
her little children, who try each 
day to love one 
great men have left her presence pyession. 
their souls renewed, their hearts 
lighter, their hands stronger. 


nor do they occupy the same po-|. 


had been accomplished through 
the establishment of small com- 
munities of Christians who began 
to love one another. Their love 
for one another in Christ at- 
tracted their neighbors and grad-| Tc 
earth and to us. Peace and love|Ually assimilated them into the|Prism 


flow in mighty streams from her|COmmunity. 


Another priest told us that 


day when her statue was blessed| People were a little tired of hear- 


by her beloved Son, our Bishop.|ing about charity, that they want- 
ed to see it in action. He told the 


staff that their love for one an- 
other in Christ had produced a 


asting impression upon him, that 


Love One Another 
We do not believe in the power 


‘That all may be one, even as 
in 
n Us, THAT THE WORLD MAY 

And yet we doubt, we seek for 
other solutions, 


instrument, inefficacious 


Our Lady of Combermere has 


another. And 


JOSEPH 
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Every priest holds the key to 
many souls, but some have 
entrusted with the key to priestly 
souls. Such is the characteristic} 
of last summer’s priests. They 
have been given grace to help 


Thanks 


By John D. Engle Jr. 








other priests. They came here to 





enjoy Our Lady’s presence, and 


they might pass it on to their 
fellow priests. 

They came from varied seem-|’ 
ingly unrelated places—yet noth- 
ing is unrela in the Body of 
Christ — from Brazil and other 
parts of Latin America, from the 
United States, from Canada, from 


India. 
Seeking Answers 

They came from many coun- 
tries, from different apostolic 
works, from different Orders and 
Congregations, but moved by the 
same search, the same ideal, 
same questions. How shall 
Church grow in this twentieth 
century? What is the most effica- 


Sr teen 


ts 


Eg 


day? 
serve the growth the 
Mystical Body? 


: 
! 


diocese, who has been a mission- 








ary in Brazil, a zealous and schol- 


to learn from her the tenderness eeank YOU for the 


the strong love of Christ, that of YOU. When Pettiness 


The wings of boredom and 
Through the threatening 

I flick the switch of faith, 
There is no pettiness, no 
The night is peaceful with 
YOU as my star. 

And as my sun by day, 

To walk in brightness; 
Are gathered up by YOU to 
How one heart emerges 
How from a myriad souls 
Thank YOU for opening my 


And showing me.my 


availability 
descends upon 
I cannot see 


clouds of pro and con, 


and there YOU are! 


boredom now. 


YOU show me how 
show me how the parts 
form one whole, 

from a myriad hearts, 
evolves one soul. 


blinded eyes 


The Melkite Rite 


By Bishop Fulton J. Sheen 











We who live in the western 
world are apt to think of the 
Church solely in terms of the 
Latin Rite, forgetful that, as the 
Bride of Christ, she has in her 
liturgical wardrobe many robes 
of varied colors. As the sun is so 
rich in beauty that it takes a 
to reveal its seven shadings 
|of color; as the orchestra is made 
jup of many instruments, all’ con- 
| spiring to melody; as the diamond 
has many facets to catch the light 





that it takes twelve different Rites 
to unfold the beauties of its 
mystery, as it took twelve apostles 
to carry the Gospel to the world. 

The Blessed Mother, in the 
course of centuries, revealed her- 
self in different robes and spoke 
a different language to different 
nations . . She was Spanish to the 
Spaniards; Mexican at Guadalupe 
French at Lourdes; Portuguese at 
Fatima. So the church changes 
her robes, her songs, her rites and 


ogy and the nature of the dif- 
ferent peoples of the world. 
e Vernacular 


ible at Pentecost, the Eucharist 


guage of Our Lord and the 
Apostles; namely, Aramaic. 
But when Peter 


Greek, and only 


guages of the peoples; such as, 


the languages differed, so the 
manner of offering the Sacred 
Mysteries differed from place to 
place according to the nature and 
the psychology of the human 
community in which it found ex- 
The Melkite Rite be- 
longs to the Byzantine family, 
which had its rise principally in 
the two great Syrian centers of 
Antioch and Jerusalem. 

‘A beautiful example of the im- 
portance of the Melkite Church 
in our midst is how it ties up the 
Fourth Ecumenical Council of the 
Church; namely, Chalcedon, with 
the forthcoming twenty-first Ec- 
umenical Council summoned by 
John XXIII. The Council of 
Chalcedon, held in 451, surpassed 
all previous councils in import- 
ance. It dealt with the heresy of 
Eutyches who practically denied 
the human nature of Our Lord 
and thereby His oneness with hu- 
manity which He redeemed. 

Some of the faithful of Jerusa- 
lem, Antioch, and Alexandria re- 
fused to accept the decision of 
Chalcedon that in Christ there 
was a Divine Nature and a human 
nature in the unity of the Per- 
son of God. Those who remained 
loyal to the Church and adhered 
to the faith of Chalcedon were 
ridiculed as Melkites because that 
was also the faith of the Melek, or 


King. 
Shift of Power 

The great crisis of our age is the 
shift of power, political, economic, 
and military, from the West to 
the East. The East, including Af- 
rica, is like a great giant aroused 
from the sleep of centuries. The 
stirring of its limbs and the flex- 
ing of its muscles is making the 
western world realize that the 
western world was strong not be- 
cause it was white but because it 
was Christian. As it loses its 
Christianity, it loses its superior- 
ity. 

‘The Melkites in the present sit- 
uation have a mission to the East 
and particularly to the Arab 
world, and the Orthodox in the 
Arab world. There are between 50 
and 60 million Arabs in the world, 
many of whom are_ stumbling 
their way in the dark, awaiting 
someone who speaks their foogue 
but who has the mind of C * 
These great people, who claim to 
be descendenis from Ishmael 
though they have not the fullness 
of faith, are nevertheless half- 
brothers of Isaac who has receiv- 
ed the full inheritance of Abra- 





arly priest, gave us the answers inward paradise. 


ham in the faith. 
Our attitude must not be that 


from any angle; so the redemp- 
tive merits of Christ ar so rich 


her gestures to suit the psychol- 


When the church became vis- 


was first celebrated in the lan- 


went to 
Rome where the language was 
later Latin, 
the liturgy of the church was cel- 


of Sarah who cast out Ishmael. 
God spoke to the moher of Ish- 
mael, Agar, when she was cast 
out by Sarah, saying: “Return to 
thy mistress”. It is the mission of 
the Melkites in the world to help 
all the decendants of Ishmael 
find the fullness of their i- 
tual inheritance in Him 

said of Abraham: “Before Abra- 
ham came to be, I am”. 

Then, too, the Melkite Catho- 
lics are related to the Orthodox 
Catholics of the Arab world. May 
you not look upon the Orthodox 
that have separated from the 
traditions of Antioch, Alexandria, 
and Jerusalem as prodigals feed- 
ing the swine. Few of the Ortho- 
dox are formal schismatics. Their 
priests are priests as much as we 
are priests; their bishops are 
bishop as much as we are bish- 
ops; they consecrate ds much as 
we consecrate; some of them are 
far more saintly than some of 


us. 
Charity Binds Us 

And, though separated pres- 
ently from us by the common tie 
of a common spiritual father on 
earth, nevertheless, we meet to- 
gether with them in full force 
wherever bread is broken and the 
cup is blessed. Does not St. Paul 
say that all who eat one bread 
are one body? Is there not, there- 
fore, already a profound unity 
with them, that is far greater than 
that which exists with others who 
sit in our rooms and who hear 
our voices and who believe not in 
the Eucharist? If we call them 
our “separated brethren”, let it 
not be because we are separated 
from them by charity. 

The Orthodox know every detail 
of the Melkite ceremony better 
than those of the Latin Rite know 





ebrated in those languages. The 
first Apostles’ Creed was written 
in Greek. But in the East, the 
liturgy was offered in other lan- 


Syrian, Armenian, and Coptic. As 


it. May they realize we do not 
want them to Latinize their - 
ius, but we wish to unify their 
divisions in the fulfillment of the 
prayer of Our Lord that there be 
one fold and one shepherd. May 
God preserve us from every 
transgression which would sep- 
arate them further from us. May 
God hasten the day when the 
Orthodox, who have the Eucha- 
rist, may remember that when 
Our Lord wished to know who 
were faithful to Him, He turned 
to Peter, asking, “Will you also go 
away?” It was Peter, the first 
pontiff, then as now who kee 
us all in the unity of the fai 
saying: “Lord, to whom shall we 
go; Thou alone hast the words of 
Eternal Life”’. 
1,800,000,000 Pa 

There are one billion, eight 
hundred million pagans in the 
world, most of whom are in the 
East. One wonders if it would not 
be well to make a more universal 
use of the Byzantine Rite in the 
Eastern world, particularly in 
Asia; and of the Ethiopian Rite in 
Africa. The more dramatic char- 
acter of the Eastern Rite, the in- 
timate cooperation of the faith- 
ful in the Divine Mysteries, the 
beautiful combination of sacred- 
ness and familiarity, the use of 
the vernacular in the mass, make 
it eminently suited to the psychol- 
ogy and the religious irations 
of the people of the East. 

The Byzantine Liturgy has al- 
ways been celebrated in the lan- 
guage of the people and is today 
using seventeen different lan- 
guages, including Japanese, Eng- 
lish, Eskimo and many others. Our 
Latin Rite is what might be called 
to some extent “aristocratic”, in- 
asmuch as it seems to Eastern 
ae as being the function onl 
of the priest. The Eastern Rite 
highly congregational, uni 

riest and people, and, therefore, 
suited to the tremulous adora- 
tion of the Incomprehensible, 
which is the basis of all the natur- 
al religions of the East... 

We are not going to meet in 
heaven unless we meet one anoth- 
er in prayer, holiness, and char- 
ity here on earth. Spokes get 
nearer the hub, the closer they 
get to one another; so, the closer 
we get to Christ in His M 
Body, the closer we are wi 
another. 


“AT ALL TIMES AS THE 
STORY OF A SOUL IS UN- 
FOLDING THE SPIRITUAL 
DIRECTOR BEHOLDS ALL 
WITH GRAVE HUMILITY 
AND WORSHIPFUL  SI- 
LENCE CHALICED IN 
PRAYER.” 
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being smashed ... with 


depths. . 
Why such failures? 


whole situation closely. 


ploiters. 


came in contact. 


sionary world everywhere. 


nent beyond the seas? 


compared with the needs, 
and scarcely that. 


can, and could. If we had 


missionaries. Why? Were 


CESSITIES? 


not enough—and we must 


for sacrifice. We are rich. 


in hunger? 


WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


News from missionary lands is frightening. It 
seems as if everywhere the work of God—and the work 
of countless men and women dedicated to God . . was 


more and more of the immense territory of souls is 
entering into the darkness of a strange black fog or 
mist . . whose roots come up from hell... 


This is a time of searching of our hearts. . of 
examining our Catholic consciences . . unto their very 


in devotion and love. . . in self-sacrifice? The answer is 
a resounding NO... to anyone who has followed the 


They made some human mistakes .. . here and 
there . . . some conservative western approaches. . to 
lands and peoples who could not understand the 
west, and who did not love it, because it did not come 
in brotherhood but as conquerors, and perhaps ex- 


But the missionaries—though westerners at 
first—did not come as conquerors. They came as lovers 
and servants. Lovers of God and of men. Dreamers of 
His mightiest dreams. Servants of all with whom they 


Their witness—the blood of missionary-martyrs 
. . that flowed freely through the decades long past in 
Africa, Asia, Far East and Near East—the whole mis- 


But did they get the support they needed, from 
us who remained behind in our comfortable western 
countries, or on the wealthy North American Conti- 


Oh yes indeed! If one were to count the pen- 
nies of good people given to the missions throughout 
the years, the sum collected would be immense. But, 


Each missionary can testify to the truth of this— 


mandos of God, as we should have, there would have 
been a different story to tell. There were not enough 


by fearful parents or friends? Certainly many young 
men who might have brought Christ deep into the 
hearts of people—of entire nations—were diverted from 
their God-intended work by those who feared for their 
safety, or who did not wish them to know discomfort, 
tropic heat, scanty fare, or any sort of hardships. 


In U.S.A. both political parties are pledged and 
committed via their platforms to help the underdevel- 
oped paige Bene roti us Catholics. When shall 

wake up and understand that CHARITY IS NOT 
MERELY ALMSGIVING OF 
ALMSGIVING THAT BITES 


When shall we understand that even that is 


understanding of what is at stake . . . the soul of man? 
We must give of our prayers. We must foster vocations, 
priestly, religious, and lay apostolic vocations, to the 
missions, within the bosom of our families. 


South America is clamoring for missionaries. 
So is the rest of the world. Our 


Are we going to allow the black mist, whose 
roots are in hell, to swallow up the rest of the world, 
while we go about our business of havin 
though the rest of the world is in trav 


This is the acceptable time to examine our con- 
science and to be counted. . 
ers the rest of the world, it will swallow us up too. 


the giant hand .. . and 


Did the missionaries fail 


it was a drop in the sea, 


supported them, the com- 


some vocations strangled 


OUR SURPLUS, BUT 
EVEN INTO OUR NE- 


give of ourselves . . of our 


youth hungers for God, 


a good time, 
, in pain, and 


. for if the black mist cov- 














In Sinu Mariae 
By Carmel Bride 











I turned the key of lowliness 
And passed beyond the narrow 
te 


whist leads to life—the Marian 
life, 

And entered into holiness. 

This shrine which tabernacled 
God 


I found the home of littleness, 
Then I, become a child again, 
Knew I the last of steps had trod. 


A babe that wandered in the 
night, 





Come home to where the Sun has 
dwelt, 

Soul, rebaptized in bridal grace 

And radiant with faith’s dark 
light. 


All-secret, silent, tranquil state 


Where babes are taught but know 
not what, 

Are clothed and warmed and 
washed and fed 

Within this Womb Immaculate. 


For this I cast all else away 

Too poor to see the morrow’s need, 
Too small to know a fear or care, 
In Mary, live and love and pray. 


Holy Mother, encompass me 
Unite me with thy Babe Divine 


As I am thine, so thou art mine 
For I am led and loved by thee. 





EDDIES OF 1960 


By Eddie Doherty 











“Heard a talk on Africa by a 
Father Luycks, who lived in the 
Congo and is adapting the liturgy 
there”, the girl wrote. “He said 
that two years ago Africa was the 
hope of the Church, but that now 
the Church is losing its power of 
interesting the Africans. Moslem 
conversions are growing. And Pa- 
ganism and Communism claim 
more people than either Chris- 
tianity or Islam. Two years ago 
Western ideas, were esteemed. 
Not now. Nationalism has turned 
the tide. The work of the Church 
could be completely destroyed be- 
cause she is “Western”. The ma- 
jority of bishops think we are 
about ready to fold up and leave.” 

The letter was from our own 
Diane Zdunich, who directs the 
choir in Madonna House and 
helps teach the young lay 
apostles to be saints. She was tak- 
ing a Liturgy course at Notre 
Dame, in Indiana, and absorbing 
all sorts of lectures. The letter 


ment. Another frightful thing is 
that all the Communist leaders of 
Africa or former priests or semi- 
narians or leaders of Catholic Ac- 
tion groups, men who became 
Catholics only for prestige and 
privilege. Now they get a higher 
status by being Communists. © 
Do Not Westernize 

“Father Luycks had some sug- 
gestions, Reorganize the Deacon- 
ate, adapt seminary training to 
meet the actual needs of the Afri- 
can people, whose highest wage is 
94 cents a day for a whole family; 
do not “westernize” the seminar- 
ies; adapt the liturgy to African 
cultures; begin a strictly African 
monastic order; and form lay 
groups of Catholics. 

“A Monsignor Cantwell, who 
spent several months in Africa 
recently, praised the Maryknoll 
priests who are serving in Tan- 
ganyika. They, he says, have not 
followed ‘the traditional customs 
of European missionaries’ in Af- 
Africa. But, he feels things are 
bound to get increasingly worse, 
unless there is a radical change 
in the theological, political, social, 
and economic ideas of the people 
who run the government.” 

One thought of Bishop Sheen, a 





was read aloud in the dining room 
and it set me thinking of many 
things, and many people, includ- 


ses in Combermere, the old 

Friendship House people, and the 

old Friendship House ways. 
They Loved God and Man 

The Madonna House aposto- 
late evolved out of Friendship 
House, which I met first in New 
York City’s aHrlem. There every- 
body lived in poverty and chastity 
and obedience, though nobody 
took any vows. Everybody lived as 
the Negroes lived. Many lived 
with Negro families. Everybody 
in the place loved the Negroes, 
loved the work, loved each other, 
loved God and Our Lady. And 
everybody exuded a spirit of great 
joy. They were so happy they 
made all Harlem happy. And it 
was astonishing how the work 
grew, and how many Negro men, 
women, and children, asked to 
come into the Church. 

Nobody who had _ lived those 
Harlem days could help reliving 
oo as he listened to Diane’s let- 

er. 

“Eighty years ago”, it said, still 
quoting Fr. Luycks, “the aver- 
age missionary expected to die in 
Africa within three years. (Thou- 
sands-did die there.) These men 





made their own bricks, cut trees, 
built houses and hospitals and 
schools. They ran their hospitals 
without medicines. In the Congo, 
where nuns were recently attack- 
ed by mutineer soldiers, there is 
a mission area the size of a small 
city. It was built by the Sisters, 
with native help, from ‘pennies for 
the missions’. In Belgian Africa 
there were 1,500,000 pupils in 
mission schools. There were 21,225 
schools. Until 1943 the govern- 
ment had built no schools what- 
ever. There were more than 
6,000,000 Catholics, including 6 
native bishops and 2700 priests. 
“But within the next five years, 
it is expected, all of Africa ex- 
cept Algeria, Tanganyika, South 
and North Rhodesia, and Mozam- 
bique, will be nationalized. With 
the new independence of African 
nations Christianity is doomed. 
Schools in Ghana and Nigeria 
and the Sudan are already under 
government control. There are 
about 8,000 white people in these 
areas, mostly Communists.” 
She Knew Chicago 

Diane was part of Friendship 
House years ago, one remembered. 
She lived and worked in Chicago, 
where there were as many poor 
Negroes as there were in New 
York—or almost as many. She 
had been as zealous in the work 
as anybody else. She must have 
suffered, listening to Father 
Luycks. 

“There is among Africans, the 
priest said”, Diane’s letter contin- 
ued, “a growing mistrust of mis- 
sionaries. He can understand this, 
he told us, because many mission- 
aries mistrust the Africans, or do 
not like them. Some of them have 
become a scandal, he says, be- 
cause of their big houses, and 
because of the comparative luxury 
and ease of their lives. The 
preach poverty but do not live it 
They let the natives live it. And 
they seem to suffer from super- 
ority complexes. Early mission- 
aries took initiative in all fields, 
against the will of the people. 
Bort, had a saying ‘The mind of 
the black is in the elephant’s tail.’ 
The elephant’s tail was a whip, a 
common weapon in the hands of 
Belgian officials, but employed at 
times also by the missionaries. 

“In Leopoldville, Father said; 
some natives asked the priests for 
work. The missionaries could 
have answered with kindness, but 
they did not, for they had got 
into the habit of regarding these 
people as without dignity. ‘No 
work’, they said. ‘Get out of here.’ 
Is it any wonder the natives now 
hold missionaries in contempt? 





Communism uses all this resent- 


ing Bishop Sheen, Father Raya, | 
who gave us the Melkite Rite Mas-| 


prelate of the Latin Rite, garbed 
|in the robes of a Byzantine, speak- 
‘ing to a crowded auditorium in 
Birmingham, Alabama on June 
| 26th, last, on the occasion of the 
|third annual Melkite Convention; 
‘and wondering aloud — “if it 
would not be well to make a more 
universal use of the Byzantine 
Rite in the Eastern world, partic- 
ularly in Asia; and of the Ethio- 
pian Rite in Africa.” (The bishop’s 
talk, incidentally, is presented, in 
part, in another part of this 
month’s Restoration.) 

Bishop Sheen would not at- 
tempt to “westernize” the Church 
in Africa; neither would Madonna 
House. 

Power of Love 

One also thought of the magnif- 
icent talk made in Madonna 
House recently by Monsignor Ger- 
ard Cambron, of the Sherbrooke 
diocese, who has been a mission- 
ary in South America. I don’t 
think he would attempt to “west- 
ernize” Africa either, had he been 
sent to that continent. He spoke 
of the Mystical Body. He spoke of 
the Community. He compared the 
Church in the world to the Sague- 
nay river whose blue waters enter 
the green St. Lawrence and assim- 
ilate the green. The Church as- 
Similates people in the same way 
when it enters a community. 

The main task of a missionary, 
he said, consists in creating a 
community of faithful who will, 
in turn, assimilate others. He 
came to this conclusion after 
much thought and some bitter ex- 
perience. He had tried to build 
a devout Christian community 
through the liturgy, and had fail- 
ed. He had failed also when he 
relied on teaching. He succeeded 
only when he tried charity—not 
the giving of money or food or any 
material things, but the giving of 
himself. 

He visted homes, staying if well 
received, leaving if not wanted. 
He formed lay groups among 
them, especially a Legion of Mary. 
The work prospered. In his parish 
there are 30,000 potential Chris- 
tians, and fifteen lay groups work- 
ing among them, preparing the 
way for the missionary, arrang- 
ing for baptisms, marriages, and 
death bed visits. He believes firm- 
ly in the power of love. (And this, 
of course, led one to think of our 
Father Briere and his many ar- 
ticles on “The Power of Love”. 

Lady of the Isles 

One also thought of the girls 
who will go, perhaps next May or 
June, to establish the newest 
foundation of Madonna House, 
“Our Lady of the Islands” on the 
Island of Carriacou, in the British 
West Indies. 

They will live as the poor people 
there live, storing rain, living on 
figh and fruits, enduring the heat 
of the day—which is always 
around 85 degrees—doing without 
most of the things they thought 
essential. They will have no run- 
nivg water, no electricity, no deep 
freezers, no neighborhood movie 
shows, no hot dog stands, no 
beauty or ice cream parlors, no 
major or minor league baseball 
games to attend. And they will 
have nothing to give the people 
they serve — nothing but love, 
nothing but themselves. 

They will go to Carriacou with- 
out any special plan of operation, 
without any particular tech- 
niques. What plans or techniques 
‘they adopt, will evolve from love. 


‘|Love of God, and love of God’s 
children. 











Looks At Books 


Citadel of Wisdom—by Robert 
J. O'Connell, 8S. J. 114 pages. 
Montfort Publication reviewed by 
Rejeanne George. : 

Fr. O’Connell says in his pre- 
face: “It is the sincere hope of the 
author that all who will read the 
following chapters will grow in 
wisdom and holiness by following 
Our Lady’s mind and heart as she 
observes her Son in action and is 
assimilated in His likeness. To 
contemplate the mother is to be 
led inevitably to the Son for she 
is the flawless follower of Chris 
who will lead us to Him unerring- 
] 9 
yn that quote one can judge the 
style and, to a certain extent the 
contents of the book. ' 

Each of the eight chapters is a 
meditation based on an event in 
the hidden life of the Holy Fam- 
ily in Nazareth. Our Lady.. 
“pondered these thin, in her 
heart”. The author tries to im- 
agine how she reacted and medi- 
tated on these happenings, then 
draws personal applications for 
our own lives. 

Perhaps both the title and the 
preface are a little of a disap- 
pointment. One would somehow 
expect more thought content, 
more depth, a style more vibrant 
in a book with the beautiful title, 
“Citadel of Wisdom”. 

A successful lecture-demonstra- 
tion series conducted by the 
Speakers Bureau of the Cleveland 
Chapter of Kappa Gamma Pi has 
led to their publication of a book, 
“Bringing Home the Sacraments,” 
which deals with the importance 
that should be given the reception 
of each new sacrament, by proper 
observance in the home. It strives 
to show how the Catholic family 
can observe the reception of sac- 
raments in a way that is at once 
filled with the dignity of the oc- 
casion, the warmth of its grace, 
and the beauty of its meaning. 

“Bringing Home the Sacra- 
ments” discusses, for example, the 
use of the Baptismal Robe at 
christenings. It explains the sym- 
bols that can lend themselves to 
creating a Christian atmosphere 
in such details as table settings 
and gifts for such occasions as 
First Communion Day, Confirma- 
tion Day, Wedding Day, etc. A 
helpful index lists sources where 
cards, books, gifts, etc., can be 
purchased. 

This is the second publishing 
venture for the Kappas. Earlier 
the Denver Chapter published 
“Parents Must be Teachers,” a 
companion volume that contains 
study guides and an extensive bib- 
ig on parent education. 
Both books cost $1.50, (four for 
$5). They are available from the 
Cleveland Chapter, Kappa Gam- 
ma Pi, 3227 East Fairfax Rd., 
Cleveland 18, Ohio. 


Nothing In 
Particular 


By Jose deVinck 























Writing, sometimes may come 
quite easily, with ideas cropping 
up like an abundant growth, with 
sprigs and twigs and leaves shoot- 
ing out and offering an abundant 
choice to the writer’s mind. At 
other times the mind is barren, 
with not a spring in sight, not a 
blade of grass, not a_ single 
thought; and yet this, I think, is 
the better state. 

The natural growth of ideas, 
like a lush vegetation, may tend 
to stifle the very life of thought. 
In a jungle of matter, in an over- 
abundance of earthly offerings, it 
is hard to silence the loud entice- 
ments of a paradise that is not 
the proper end of man. We are 
prone to forget that we are called 
elsewhere, and tend to linger in 
that which is good, but not good 
enough; in that which is rich 
food, but not all-satisfying; in 
that which satisfies our material 
nature, but leaves our spirit crav- 
ing for better fare. 

It is far better for the writer and 
thinker to start from Nothing 
in particular; to establish no hu- 
man foundation to his work; to 
clear his mind by making it a 
clean slate, an open and rec 
tive lot that await the Designer 
and Builder. Much more will be 
given to us if we only keep quiet, 
and are humble enough to ask 
from Him who Is and Has, than if 
we try to take what we think is 
ours by right. ek 

We are surrounded by God’s 
gifts, but they are His, not ours. 
If we are so bold as to take them 
as our due, all we have is their in- 
sufficiency. If we humbly receive 
them from God, they become as 
stepping stones to the All-Suffi- 
cient. 

When we begin to think and write, 
let us be concerned with Nothing in 
Particular: let us be concerned with 
All which is God, and our thought and 
writing will gently be moved to be 





nothing but a song of praise. 





Dear Brother 


By Catherine Doherty 











Dear Brother, I read and re- 
read your letter telling me about 
having found my book DEAR 
SEMINARIAN. . . and having en- 
joyed it. . . leading you to med- 
itating as to why no one ever 
wrote a book to the Brothers... 
the countless humble Brothers 
who work-so quietly and hiddenly 
in: the vast vineyard of the 
Church. : 

I asked myself why didn’t any- 
one write about Brothers. And 


t| what was the state of mind of 


modern youth regarding that 
glorious vocation? 

What was there about the vo- 
cation to various Orders of 
Brothers . . or to the vocation of 
a Brother of some Order that had 
more priests than Brothers . . that 
had not appealed to the many 
Catholic writers—who write about 
all sorts of vocations? 

Neither Nor 

Many answers occurred to me, 
but none satisfied me . . for I 
could see that approaching the 
whole question of “BROTHERS” 
one could have many reactions. 

To a young man unversed in the 
immense diversity and richness of 
vocations, it might seem that a 
Brother was neither fish nor fowl 
... he was not a priest . . nor was 
he a lay apostle . . but, in some 
sort of a way, was something be- 
tween both . .. incomplete... un- 
finished, as it were. What a wrong 
impression that would be! Yet 
many young people have it. Why? 

There was a time in the history 
of the Church, when Brothers 
were numerous. St. Benedict’s 
Sons had “numberless Brothers”. 
The Trappists still do. 

Franciscans, Dominicans, Jes- 
uits, and Oblates of Mary Im- 
maculate—all in days gone by— 
had many Brothers in their com- 
munities. 

Then there were whole orders of 
Brothers . . . teaching Brothers .. 
Nursing Brothers . . founded by 
illustrious men and saints. 

But now, in our strange day and 
age, I know only five young men 
who entered as Brothers—either 
to teach or to nurse—or to help 

riests to better fulfill their voca- 

ion. 
: I Will Try 

Indeed, Brother, you are right. 
Someone should write about 
Brothers. I don’t know if I am 
qualified. But I have written to 
Bishops. I have written to Semi- 
narians. I have written to Sisters. 
I don’t see why I cannot write to 
Brothers—write humbly . . . lov- 
ingly . . about LOVING. For all 
vocations to which God calls man, 
ARE VOCATIONS TO LOVE. 

Since He called me to the un- 
usual vocation of a totally conse- 
crated Lay Apostolate, under vows 
of Poverty, Chastity, and Obe- 
dience . . or to put it more simply, 
since he called me too, unworthy 
as I am, to the vocation TO LOVE, 
I should be able to talk about 
“loving Brothers” — or Brothers 
who burn themselves, fully, in 
such a hidden and humble way, 
in loving God and neighbor. 

So, if you read “Restoration”, 
dear Brother, I will write to you, 
and through you to all other 
Brothers—about the vocation of a 
Brother as I see it. 

It will be a very simple series of 
letters, dear Brother. Written 
from the heart ... with a humble 
prayer that it may help some 
young man to embrace this tre- 
mendous, holy, and glorious vo- 
cation. 


One Man's Scrap Is 
Another Man's Gold 


We are starting a little adult 
education project. Perhaps I 
shouldn’t say “little, perhaps I 
should say big. We need for it 
typewriters—typewriters to teach 
many young people the art of | 
typewriting. So that they might 
help their parents — and them- 
selves—to better economic oppor- 














€p-| tunities. 


Besides the typing lessons, we 
are going to teach sewing. It 
doesn’t need much imagination to 
realize the joy that young people 
in the country—young mothers— 
mothers to be—the older genera- 
tion—will get out of knowing how 
to sew well. And what a saving! 
So treadle sewing machines would 
be most welcome. 

We are going to hook rugs—for 
there is great interest in handi- 
crafts around the country—and 
it is a good interest . . . so any ma- 
terials you might have that could 
be used for hooking rugs would 





be deeply appreciated too. 
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LOVE LETTER 
(Continued from Page 1) 


bered and jeered. He was queru- 
lous, scurrilous, squirrelous. (Lord 
lift me from the quicksands of 
this silly mood that interrupts my 
song of the woods’ siesta ... bu 
not until I ask “Why does a crow 
roost and a rooster crow?”’) ; 
Lord, everybody besieges You all 
day and all a asking suerte 
vors, begging for mercy, pr 
You, tieaing You, adoring You. 
I too. No one needs mercy more 
than I. No one so needs all the 
graces You offer. But once in a 
while I have to tell You a joke, or 
make some idiotic wise crack, 
hoping You will laugh. I love to 
make happy those I love. I think 
eople can be happy if they laugh. 
f know You have a sense of hu- 
mor, for You created it. I imagine 
You would laugh at us most of the 
time, if You were not so sorry for 
us, and so concerned about us. 
And if I feed You only the poorest 
corn when I dare jest with You, 
it is: because corn is all I have. 
You did not spurn the widow’s 
mite. You will not scorn my corn. 
Red Strawberry Leaves 
A black and white butterfly 
made me forget the intolerant 
squirrel and the too tolerant crow. 
And a display of goldenrod made 
me forget the butterfly. As I 


sorb me, hold me, bless me, and 
let my songs, the murmur of a 
pitiful thin brook, fall gently 
down, like rain, into dry and 
shrivelled hearts, into parched 
and thirsty minds, 
and barren souls; that they may 
be refreshed, that they may 
laugh and love, that they may 
bear You fruit. 

Lord, this is my song of the 
woods’ Siesta — and of mine. I 
love You. But 1 love You little. 
Let me love You more, and more, 
and more! Forevermore your 
Eddie. 





More Lay Missionaries 
To Work In Yukon 


Lay apostles of Madonna House 
will blaze a missionary trail into 
the Far North for the second time 
in six years when they open, on 
September 15th, a large residen- 
tial hostel for- Catholic Indian 
students at Whitehorse in the 
Yukon Territory. This will be 
known as Our Lady of Whitehorse. 
The new hostel is a further im- 
plementation of the mandate giv- 
en Madonna House in 1954 by His 
Excellency, the Most Rev. J. L. 
Coudert, O.M.I., when Maryhouse 














started to the goldenrod, I saw 


an exciting shade of red, low down | 
vine. I) 
thought it was a mushroom, but | 


beneath a blackberry 


it was a strawberry leaf. Lord, 
how often, how extremely often, 
Your strawberry leaves fool me 
in my hunt for mushrooms! Yet 
I am not vexed at this. Suppose 
I had not seen the lovely colors 
of those leaves! Suppose You had 
not blessed me with these eyes! 

I picked the strawberry plant, 
and studied it, standing a long 
time, a feast for deer-flies and 
mosquitoes. I considered, for a 
moment, the idea of gathering all 
the bright strawberry banners 
around and about me, and mak- 
ing them into a garland for Our 
Lady of Combermere . . . “What 
shall we call thee, O Full 
Grace? A Heaven, for thou hast 
given rise to the Sun of Justice? A 
Paradise, for thou hast brought 
forth the Flower of Immortality? 
A Virgin, for thou hast remained 
undefiled? A Mother, a pure Moth- 
er, holding in her holy arms 
a Son who is the God of all... 
Source of mercy and Mother of 
God . . . the ever-blessed, the en- 
tirely spotless, more honorable 
than the Cherubim, and infinite- 
ly more glorious than the Sera- 

him: we exalt thee . . verily the 

other of God!” 
Thanks for Fr. Raya! 

Lord, the flavor and the fra- 
grance of the Melkite liturgy 
clings to me still, like the royal 
aroma of the resin in Your pine 
cones. Thank You for sending 
Your Melkite priest, Father Raya, 
to us; and for giving us the Mass 
in English! 

You sang to me, God, as I held 
that three-leafed strawberry glory 
in my fingers. I do not know the 
words, if You used words. But it 
was about the tints and the 
mysteries in that trinity of leaves 
and the same tints and the mys- 
teries in Your red-gold sunsets 
and Your gold-red dawns. And 
there was something about other 
trinities. 

There is a trinity of root and 
wood and bark, a trinity of plant 
and blossom and seed, a trinity of 
shape and smell and color, a trin- 
ity of soil and sun and rain. There 
is a trinity of faith and hope and 
love in my heart, and in my mind 
a trinity of intelligence and mem- 
ory and free will. Lord, swell my 
heart so it may contain enough 
love to spill out on all the world. 
Whet my intelligence so it may 
always know Your will. Strength- 
en my will so it may always do 
Your will and never mine alone. 
And build my memory so it ma 
not forget You even for a second. 

I listened in love and adora- 
tion while You sang; but the 
blue eyes of a wild aster brought 
me back to my song of the siesta 
—and the knowledge that 6 
tient Autumn is knocking on the 
door of Summer. And I saw the 
goldenrod again, a fresh clean 
spray. Beautiful beyond compare! 
And full of ants! Lord, is it pos- 
sible the insects believe this is 
ery gold? How human can ants 

A Siesta Just for Me 

Autumn is rushing up, the 
Autumn of the long day You 
have given me; and soon or late 
my own siesta time will overtake 
me. Lord, keep me working, like 
the brook, until that hour. Keep 
me singing of Your mercy and 
Your love. Keep me cheerful. And 
when I close my eyes at last, no 
more to dream, let the world be 
filled with Your glory, and with 
the radiance and the wonder and 
the e of Your mother... 
“the all holy, the immaculate, the 
most highly blessed, Our glorious 
Lady” . .. Our Lady of Comber- 
mere 


Remember not the shadows of 
my sinful life. Let there be no 


was founded at Whitehorse to 
assist the Oblate Missionaries in 
their work with the Indians. 

Built by the Canadian Govern- 
ment at a cost of more than half 
a million dollars, Our Lady of 
Whitehorse Hostel will accommo- 
date one hundred students, in 
Grades 7 to 12. Father Eugene 
Cullinane, a Madonna House 
priest, has been named principal. 
Ten Madonna House staff workers 
have already joined him to pre- 
pare for the opening of the build- 
ing, and the first intake of stu- 
dents, on the Feast of Our Lady 
of Sorrows. 

Situated about two miles from 
central Whitehorse on the out- 
skirts of the new residential area 
of Riverdale, the hostel property 
lies close to the Yukon River in 
a beautiful setting of rugged 
mountains. The vast and little- 
explored Yukon “bush’ or forest 
touches the spacious hostel play- 
ing field on three sides. Across the 
newly constructed Nisutlin Drive 
is a similar hostel for Protestant 
Indian students. Both buildings 
are already a tourist attraction 
and the talk of the North because 
of the brilliant and flaming col- 
ours used for exterior decoration. 

Next door to Our Lady of White- 
horse Hostel a new Catholic high 
school is under construction 
where students of Grades 8, 9 
and 10 will be enrolled. The Cath- 
olic student population of the 
North does not. yet warrant Sep- 
arate School facilties for grades 
11 and 12. Catholic students in 
these grades attend Whitehorse 
High School. 

Young Indians of the Yukon 
are desperately in need of an in- 
situation such as Our Lady of 
Whitehorse Hostel, which will be 
for them in their formative and 
critical adolescent years “a home 
away from home.” As human be- 
ings, they have to face and live 
through all the emotional prob- 
lems that beset any teen-ager any- 
where. In addition, because they 
are of the twentieth century, they 
have to cope with all the insecuri- 
ties and fears of the disordered 
and chaotic world in which we 

ve. 

But the greatest challenge of all 
is that their ancestors had al- 
most no contact with white civi- 
lization until the construction of 
the Alaska Highway in 1942. To 
step almost overnight from a 
primitive culture resembling that 
of the Stone Age into the Atomic 
Age of the White Man is an emo- 
tional shock of such violence as 
to shatter for centuries the basis 
and structure of human person- 
ality. 

The pathetic plight of most 
American and Canadian Indians 
is a living proof that this emo- 
tional oo ag has yet rarely 
been e. 

The staff workers of Madonna 
House are in the Yukon to help 
the Oblate Missionaries face this 
challenge. 


Of All Places 
— Hollywood 


The Blesed Oliver . Plunkett 
Crusade of America announces 
that it has opened new head- 

uarters in Hollywood, California, 

ut those wis to join the 
crusade or obtain literature, relic 
cards, or blessed medals, should 
write to the Publicity Director, 
Box 253, Brookline 46, Massa- 
chusetts, and send stamped self- 
addressed envelope. Blessed Plun- 
kett, Archbishop of Armagh 
Primate of Ireland in the 17th 
century, was hanged, beheaded, 
and quartered at Tyburn, Eng- 
land. He has been called the “last 

















shadows when You come. And, 
if You draw me to You, God, ab- 


> 


of the Irish martyrs. 
beatified in 1920. 


He was 


into wasted |? 


The Yukon Prays 


By Mamie Legris 





Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yu- 
kon—A few minutes ago I was sit- 
ting in the truck out in front of 
Maryhouse. I started the engine 
and let it warm up while the wiper 
cleaned the raindrops and dus 
off the windshield. I was on my 
way to the post office to mail some 
letters before retiring. I heard the 
sound of a plane motor and notic- 
ed the red lights flickering on and 
off in the air. It was the CPA, our 
daily plane from Edmonton and 
Vancouver arriving and about 
to land. My eyes followed it along 
the bluff just above Maryhouse. 
One minute I could see the tail, 
next minute I caught a glimpse of 
the tail and wings and then the 
monster hit the runway and was 
out of sight. The Canadian Pacific 
Airlines had made another safe 
flight over the mountains to the 
Yukon. 

As I drove down the street, I 
was thinking of the many won- 
ders of the Yukon. The aeroplane 
is certainly one of them. Every 
morning as Mass ends in our 
chapel, we hear the CPA take off 
on another flight to the “Out- 
side”. I always make it a point to 
say a little prayer that the pas- 
sengers will have a safe trip. We 
hear it coming in again at night, 
unless it is late and we have al- 
ready retired. Once again it is an 
occasion for a silent prayer of 
thanksgiving for a safe landing. 
It is such a marvelous thing to 
think of boarding a plane in Ed- 
monton or Vancouver, and not too 
many hours later landing in 
Whitehorse. You appreciate it 
more if you have travelled up the 
Alaskan Highway by bus or car 
and realize just how many miles 
you have covered in such a short 
time. 





The Big Retreat 

Yes, the plane is one wonder of 
the north, but there are so many 
others. Take our Annual Staff Re- 
treat preached by our chaplain Fr. 
Gene, last week. There is no re- 
treat house in Whitehorse, yet we 
needed a quiet place in which to 
be recollected and away from the 
noise and distractions of Mary- 
house. So, there was the CYO 
cabin at Marylake, fifteen miles 
from town, an ideal place. After 
Mass each morning, Fr. Gene and 
five staff workers left for Mary- 
lake. Terry Richaud had made her 
retreat earlier in the year so she 
took care of Maryhouse during 
our absence. We spent three won- 
derful days at Marylake and hope 
we will be better staff workers 
after making this retreat. 

The CYO cabin is serving an- 
other purpose for Maryhouse this 
week. It is necessary for the staff 
to get some kind of vacation each 
year, yet it is very expensive to go 
“Outside” for that holiday. Sean 
O’Callahan, one of our staff, is 
spending this week at the cabin. 
I’m sure he is having the rest he 
needs. He will have lots of time to 
explore the woods and hills, to 
read, to do a little fixing around 
the cabin if the spirit moves him. 
I know he will come back re- 
freshed. Isn’t it wonderful to have 
such an ideal spot for a retreat 
or a holiday? 

This is the time of the year 
when the salmon run in the Yu- 
kon. Everyone dreams of either 
going fishing or getting some fish 
somewhere. The Indians leave 
their homes in town and move 
out to the rivers where they can 
get a supply of fish. To preserve 
them for the winter, they dry or 
smoke them. The White man us- 
ually freezes them, but sometime 
he has them cured too. 

Please Pass the Fish 

Each year Fr. Tanguay of Car- 
macks gets a supply of this “king 
of fish” for Maryhouse. He takes a 
special pride in washing them in 
salt water, drying them, and care- 
fully wrapping them in wax paper 
ready for the deep freeze. So, next 
Friday three of the staff workers 
Will have the pleasure of driving to 
Carmacks, spending the night 
with Father, and going to the 
Indian Camps the next morning 
where they will see hundreds of 
oe of nice fresh salmon and 

ring some of it home. You should 


See those wonderful fish; they 


may weigh five pounds or they 
may weigh fifty pounds each. 

I was talking to His Excellency, 
Bishop Coudert, this afternoon. 
Among other things he mention- 
ed the International Eucharistic 
Congress in Munich and said he 
was happy to have two represen- 
tatives from this vicariate attend- 
ing the Congress—Amy Nimitz, a 
nurse from the Whitehorse Gener- 
al Hospital, who is holidaying with 
her family in Austria, and Gackie 
Weitz, a teacher from Lower Post 


Indian Residential Schoo] who is 


visiting in Europe with her par- 


and|ents, Isn’t it wonderful that this 


district vicariate should have two 
members present to honour Our 
Eucharistic King and to pray for 





the intentions of all the members 
of this missionary country? _ 


Yesterday, Doreen and Terry 
were running temperatures and 
didn’t feel so well. In the after- 
hoon I phoned Dr. Buchan’s office 
to see if I could make an appoint- 
ment for them. His receptionist 
said he had a very full schedule 
for the afternoon but she would 
ask him when he came in. Several 
hours later she phoned. Yes, Dr. 
Buchan would see them at 6.30 


+|p-m. So, they went and returned 


at 8 p.m. They had seen the doc- 
tor, there was nothing serious 
wrong. 

Terry said, “Imagine, the doctor 
is still working. He has certainly 
had a long day and there were 
still some patients to see him.” 

Dr. Buchan is always that way, 
so very kind, so patient, so thor- 
ough, so dedicated. Many a time 
in the past two years of his prac- 
tice in Whitehorse has he showed 
the same charity toward Mary- 
house! Never has he asked for any 
remuneration for his professional 
services. It is wonderful to have 
people like Dr. Buchan. 

I could go on and on, listing 
wonderful things that happen 
eyery day. God is always so very 
good to us. In our own clums 
way we try to thank Him daily, 
at Mass. And we also pray for our 
benefactors who do such wonder- 
ful things for us. 


The Glad Tidings ! 


This is a story written by three 
Staff Workers of the Madonna 
House apostolate, all of whom are 
teaching catechism to children in 
three different parts of the world. 
Each of the writers attended a 
series of lectures on “The Art of 
Teaching Christian Doctrine”, 
given by Father Johannes Hofing- 
er, S. J., at Marylhurst College, in 
Portland, Oregon. It took a trio 
to give .some slight idea of the 
enthusiasm of his audience. The 
first story is by Miss Catherine 
Maynard, local director of La Casa 
de Nuestra Senora, in Winslow, 
Ariz. 

By Catherine Maynard 

It was a summer of summers, 
and hotter than blazes. We were 
all busy little beavers with daily 
catechism classes, and the prepar- 
ations this involved ... At the end 
of June two staff workers from 
Texas, Joe Walker and Marilyn 
Williamson picked up two staff 
workers in Winslow, Marite Lang- 
lois and Mike Lopez, and a friend 
of ours named Stella. These five 
travelled by car to Portland. Ther- 
esa Davis and I came from the di- 
rectors’ meeting in Combermere, 
travelling across Canada and 
down the Pacific coast from Van- 
couver. Mary Ann Gilmore, and 
Fr. Paul Bechard travelled the 
same route. And Mary Ruth came 
down from the Yukon. And then, 
of course, there were also the reg- 
ular staffers of Stella Maris House 
attending the lectures. , 

By Theresa Davis: 

Joy! Joy! Joy! The joy of 
Christ’s message needs revealing. 
And for two weeks Fr. Hofinger 
revealed the fullness of that mes- 
sage and the greatness of that 
joy to 300 Sisters and more than 
50 lay people. This approach to 
catechetics, as taught by Father, 
is so revolutionary it will change 
the life of every child who receives 
it and every catechist who gives it. 

Fr. Hofinger takes: us back to 
Christ’s method of teaching, a 
method which is not abstract but 
concrete. We are but mouthpieces 
of Christ, and must use Him as 
the final authority. Father uses 
Love, rather than an insistence on 
memorizing questions and an- 
swers: Love integrated with mod- 
ern child psychology, as outlined 
in the Kherygmatic Catechism 
ne gba by Sister Maria della 

ruz. 


This catechism fills 
hearts with Joy and brings them 
to a closer union with God—and 
with each other. The “Glad Tid- 
ings” given man by God, should 
make glad all those who hear 
them. I wish you could see the 
effects of this method on any 
group of children — Spanish- 
Speaking children in Texas or Ar- 
izona for instance. . - 

_,God Made All Things 

-When they stand in a circle and 
begin to learn that: - 

. “God made the -world, 

And God made the sky,. 
And the fishes that swim 
And the birds that fly’— 

When they do this, they make 
gestures with both hands, show- 
ing how round the world is, how 
big and high the sky, the way 
fishes swim, and the way birds 
fly. It is not only a catec les- 
son, it is also a game; and all the 
little boys and girls are playing 
it together. Sometimes this hap- 
pens in communities where each 
child has been deadly afraid of 
all the other, where nobody every 
played with friends, where no- 
body ever had any friends, where 
everybody felt unwanted, scorn- 
ed, debased, unwelcome any- 














young 





where. Now they hear about God 


. 





—and the wonderful news that 
God loves them and wants them 
to love Him and each other! They 
hear it from people who believe 
it, people who are so happy and so 
thrilled with the news that they 
have to sing, and make everybody 
around them sing. 

The results are miraculous, 
simply miraculous. 

By Mary Ann Gilmore 

“Teach them to love God and 
to pray to Him with all their 
hearts.” This is how a holy priest 
once answered the oft repeated 
question, “how do you teach Cate- 
chism to the children?” With 
these words in mind, Mary Jean 
Beaudoin and I undertook a two 
week summer school of teaching 
catechism in a nearby village. 

Our good pastor Father L. Cas- 
artelli put up with our housekeep- 
ing in the rectory for two wee 
The housekeeper was on holidays. 
The toast was not burned too of- 
ten and the soup not boiled away 
every day. In between the burn- 
ing of the toast and the boiling 
of the soup, during the afternoons 
and evenings, we visited Catholic 
families in the parish. It was 


Y! wonderful to see the faith that 


exists in so many of these fami- 
lies. Farm families, where the love 
of parents for children and chil- 
dren for parents is so evident! 
Families where the faith, which is 
reviewed in the Summer School, 
is first taught in the crib. 

In this small farming commu- 
nity we were very surprised and 
pleased when sixty eight child- 
ren turned up for the lessons. 
Many were brought in daily by 
their parents from four, five, six, 


seven miles away. Other children | P 


walked one or two miles. The rest 
strolled over to the parish hall 
from the village. 
Little Heretics 
Luckily we had both the hall 


and the school to teach in. This}; 


allowed us to divide the group into 
“little ones” and “big ones”. Thi 
biggest heresies we came up with 
during the two weeks were, “Ad- 
am and Eve lived in an Apple Or- 
chard”, and “Nicodemus was an 
Orangeman.” We _ decided this 
was a pretty good percentage of 
errors, as even the theologians 
are subject to mistakes. 

Our culmination at the end of 
the two weeks was a simple re- 
cited Mass, with ten little ones re- 
ceiving Christ for the first time, 
while the older children strength- 
ened their union with Him 
through the Sacred Banquet. We 
wondered, as we watched the 
children receive their Savior, “did 
we allow Christ to teach them 
through us, poor instruments as 
we were? Did we aid Him in bring- 
ing them closer to His heavenly 
Father? Did we show them the 
love the Father has for them? Did 
our example lead them to respond 
to His love with their own love?” 

Perhaps every catechist exam- 
ines his conscience so at the end 
of the lessons. We can only pray 
that God will accept our efforts 
and fill in what is wanting. For 
we can be the instruments, but 
Christ must’be the teacher. 





Progress 
In Arizona 


By Catherine Maynard 











La Casa de Nuestra Senora, 
Winslow, Arizona—The house so 
many of you have helped to build 
has finally come to life. You’ve 
read about our plans and our 
dreams for three years now . . Fi- 
nally this spring, part of those 
plans materialized. 

On Ash Wednesday a decision, 
“to borrow the money and start 
to build,” was made. Within 
weeks, the foundation was poured. 
An Indian man and one helper, 
put up all the adobe walls. A lo- 
cal contractor put on the roof, 
the windows, doors, and the in- 
side finishing of the walls. The 
painting, and’ floor finishing we 
did ourselves, little by little. 

Dust? Who Cares? 

On May 17, we celebrated our 
third anniver in Winslow. The 
Texas staff and Father Tom Row- 
land surprised us by arriving the 
night before to help us to cele- 
brate. The house was only partly 
finished, but the walls were up 
and the roof was on, sO we de- 
cided to have the house blessed 
on THAT PARTICULAR DAY. 


About thirty people had gathered, 


men (and their families) who had 
worked so hard and so generously 
on the building. The dust blew in 
all over the buffet supper. . . but 
nothing could spoil our joy and 
enthusiasm ... the building was 
a showing signs of comple- 
tion. 

Slowly the rest was done. Volun- 
teer help put in all the plumb- 
ing and electrical fixtures. Only 
God can really count and repay 
for the time and energy that has 
been so generously poured into 
this building by many wonderful 
Winslow friends. 

There’s no denying, however, 
that the finishing of the inside 
and other details around the yard 
sometimes take longer than the 
actual work of construction. We 
are still working on that. 

Dust? We Care a Lot! 

Three rooms were painted, and 
prepared for use before the sum- 
mer school crew arrived at the be- 
ginning of July. The floors are 
still uncovered, the bathroom is 
not yet finished, but they were 
livable rooms, and four girls spent 
many pleasant evenings there. It 
was used as a girls dormitory and 
office. 

Our property is on the edge of 
town, surrounded on three sides 
by the desert, and one wonderd if 
there was any way at all to keep 
the dust, and the sawdust from 
the local mills, from blowing in 
through windows and_ doors. 
Something definitely had to be 
done, so a cement porch was pour- 
ed all around three sides. The 
boys built a fence of scrap lum- 
ber across the back. Trees and 
shrubbery of some kind will be 
lanted here to make a partial 
wind break. Clumps of donated 
Bermuda grass have been put in 
the back yard. We pray that it 
will spread and at least cover the 
dirt. Our propanyy is pretty rocky 

.. and dig the foundation, 
sewer line, etc., it was necessary to 
use electric drills and picks. Plans 
like ours will take many years. 
But we have a lifetime! 

With summer school over, we 
have time to work on the finish- 
ing of the inside of the house. Fall 
and winter will harden the dirt 
around, and we will pass a reason- 
ably clean few months, unless we 
have much rain, (Then the dust 
that used to blow in will just be 
tracked in—as mud.) 

Yes, part of our Casa is built, 

the smaller of our two buildings 
is up. We have named it La Casa 
de San Jose, the house of St. 
Joseph. 
_ Two rooms will be the men’s 
living quarters. The rest will con- 
sist of a laundry, a workshop (for 
lack of tools it will be storage 
space temporarily) and a cloth- 
ing room. 

Only a small part of all this has 
been paid for. The larger building 
MUST be started soon... We 
will keep you informed of our 
plans and our progress... 

Will you keep us in your pray- 
ers always, and in your cheque- 
book whenever possible? God love 


you. 

P.S.—On the 4th of July week- 
end, before it had yet been lived 
in, San Jose was broken into. Three 
of our new metal window frames, 
the glass and screens were broken. 
The drawer on one large new legal 
sized cabinet was pried open, and 
the lock and door broken on an- 
other smaller cabinet. Every bu- 
reau drawer was ransacked, cloth- 
ing torn and the mirror broken. 

One’s first impulse is to be 
angry. But as you think about it 
a little while, everything clarifies. 
THIS is why we’re here. This is 
life in the slums. This is our life 
and our work. 

So, instead, we weep, “not so 
much over the loss or the dam- 
age, but over those who did it. 
How deeply they must be hurt”. . 
So, we pray for them, and start 
anew. Broken window panes are 
replaced, new frames and screen- 
ing put in (we haven’t yet paid for 
the first ones), elegans was 
mended when possible, otherwise 
discarded. 

It is important that we go on 
loving . . .our little losses will be 
replaced by the Lord in a measure 
pressed down and overflowing. 
Dare we suggest that. you help 
Him, be His instrument to do 
this? Any old file cabinets around? 
Any size will do. But we need a 
legal size, one or two drawer, most 
desperately. 

San Jose is, now, as good as 
new. But the hurts, the kind our 
kids suffer from, don’t mend that 


easily and quickly. Please pray 





WITH US, FOR THEM ! ! ! 
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